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It was actually a bloody stupid idea but then again if nothing else it would be fun. He probably should have 
done a better job learning the words but he really didn't think the crowd would care. Standing at the side of 
the stage he looked at the others that would be joining them, smirking when he caught Stanley staring at the 
very short shorts he had chosen to wear. Shifting his gaze back to the stage he fought the urge to roll his 
eyes. They weren't bad, but it was obvious that the singer was far too full of himself. Then again, it was the 
frontman's job to be, wasn't it? 


"Next song, Bruce!" someone shouted in his ear and he nodded, readying himself for the run onto the stage. 
Time to show this hair sprayed poufter how a real frontman handled it. 


It was bad enough that the crowd went completely fucking nuts when he ran out. It was bad enough that the 


fucker spent the entire song playing to the crowd. It was bad enough that more than once he was cut off 


when the fucker ran in front of him. 


But when he stood on the monitors and asked the crowd how they'd like to see Iron Maiden next year instead, 
he wanted to punch him dead in his face. 


Ok, so it didn't help that the crowd went even crazier. But this wasn't Iron Maiden's moment, this was Bon 
Jovi's. This was his, not Bruce fucking Dickinson's. Short, hairy bastard in his Union Jack shorts that barely 
covered his balls didn't have a thing on him. 


Fuming, Jon planned for after the show and just how he was going to put him in his place. 


Bruce knew he had pissed him off and he wasn't at all bothered by it. In fact, he thought it was quite funny 
and he watched the singer when he came off, snickering to himself when Jon stalked toward him. So maybe the 
comment about seeing Maiden instead was a bit over the top, but he always was. Its what made him who he 


was. 
"Nice shorts," Jon snarled, keeping his voice low so that none of the press could hear. His face was schooled 
into a relaxed grin but there was nothing friendly in his eyes. "When you're invited to appear with a band | 
would think you understand that insulting them by implying how much better the show will be next year with 
your band is pretty fucking rude." 


Bruce glanced down at his shorts. "I noticed you admiring them. | wasn't sure if it was the shorts or my balls 


you were staring at" When Jon's face flushed he smirked. "And if the truth hurts, too fucking bad!’ 

"You're an asshole.” 

"And you're a puffed up egotistical wanker.” 

Jon thought about crowding the smaller man but was shocked when instead Bruce did it to him, forcing him to 
take a step back. "Face it Dickinson," he said, trying to regain the upper hand which he wasn't sure now he 


ever had, "you're just not in my league." 


"Would that be the league of hair-sprayed poufs that think they're the only thing that makes the band what it 
is? If so, then I'm bloody glad I'm not" 


"Am | interrupting?" Richie threw an arm around Jon's shoulders, a grin pasted on his face. "And if | am it's a 


good thing because people are starting to think there's some friction here." 


"Not on my part," Bruce snorted. "But then again, I'm not the one who has been staring at his crotch." 


Speechless and more than a bit red in the face, Jon watched Bruce walk away. 
"Jon?" Richie's voice was amused and right next to his ear. "Now you're staring at his ass." 


"Fuck off," Jon growled, leaving Richie standing there laughing as he hurried off in the exact opposite direction 


from Bruce. 


He didn't know if he was more angry at the situation or himself. When he realized he had spent the last hour 

searching the crowd for Bruce, he decided it was himself and he had all he could take. He slipped away, heading 
for the line of cars waiting to take the remaining artists back to their hotels, so lost in his thoughts that he 

failed to notice the figure that paced him in the shadows. 


"Fucker. Confident, cocky bastard that he is, thinking that I'd even be looking at him. Short, too fucking hairy 
and he really needs to get his teeth done. And that hair, hasn't anyone ever told him that even some sort of 
cut would be an improvement?" 

Jon passed under a light post, the bulb dark. 

"And men that wear pants that fucking tight are trying to make up for something.’ 

He failed to notice the idling engine of a van to his left. 

"He's got a hell of a stage presence though, | will give him that." 

The shadow moved behind him. He was now parallel to the side door of the van 

"Little fucker is hot." 

"Why thank you." 

Everything happened at once. 

The door to the van opened as Jon turned toward Bruce's voice, a blanket coming out and settling over his 
head as hands shoved him sideways, his knees hitting the running board of the van and throwing him face first 
into the cargo area. Before he could scream his legs were lifted and thrown inside, the door slamming shut as 
a rope was wound round and round his chest and arms, his muffled shouts unheard beyond the steel walls 
that enclosed him. Another metallic slam, this one quieter and the van suddenly jerked into motion, rolling him 


across the floor until he crashed into the corner of something hard, causing him to yelp in pain. 


A knee landed in his back and he couldn't move, the weight holding him flat on the floor as the van rolled along. 


"Keep yer mouf shut," a voice hissed near his ear and he whimpered, wondering if anyone would even notice he 


was gone. 


He had no way of judging the passing of time but it seemed as if they had been driving for hours when the 
van finally came to a stop. The knee shifted, Jon grunting at the relief of pressure. He heard the driver get 
out, the side door opening a few moments later and he felt the cooler air swirl over his legs. Hands took hold 
of his arms and dragged him out of the van, letting him fall on the ground beside it, two distinct laughs heard 


when he sprawled in a heap at the men's feet. 
He cowered there, wondering what would come next. 


It didnt take long. "Get up." He didn't move at first and a sharp kick to his ass made him jump and try to 
struggle to his feet. Unable to really balance, he got to his knees and carefully got one foot under him, 
preparing to lever himself up. Another kick, this one on the back of his thigh, sent him forward to land on his 
face, his moans lost in the laughter of his captors. 


"Get yer arse up." 

The second voice, the one he didn't recognize. Again, Jon managed to get to his knees but this time didn't 
hesitate, quickly planting a foot and pushing himself up, stumbling a few steps before catching himself and 
standing still, his eyes open in the confining darkness of the thick wool that encompassed him from his head to 
his waist. He actually screamed when a hand was placed against his back, giving him a hard shove. 


"Walk" 


Unable to see, each step was torture. He tried sliding his feet but he was nudged again, his captors forcing 
him to move faster. He was thinking as fast as he could, trying to come up with something that would make 
them think, make them understand that right now it hadn't gone too far and could be forgiven but they were 


getting very close to crossing the line. 


"Look, | don't..." His foot connected with an object that didn't move and before he could stop himself he pitched 
forward and fell hard, landing on his chin and snapping his teeth closed on his tongue. Once again he heard their 
amusement at his pain and hands lifted him to his feet. 

"Probably should have told him there was a step." 

Spitting blood, Jon curled his hands into fists. "Fucking bastards! You let me go now or...” 


Pain. 


White hot agony that exploded from his back and raced through every nerve in his body. 


His knees gave and he collapsed, gasping and mewling as he tried to breathe, waiting for it to subside, tears 
pouring from his eyes as the hurt slammed through him again. 


His hair was grasped along with folds of the blanket and he was yanked forward, scrabbling on his knees to try 
to keep up, his thighs bruised by the lip of the step before he managed to lift himself over it, the knees of 
his jeans tearing, leaving scraps of material as well as skin and hair on the rough wood. At some point the 
surface under them changed to a scratchy carpet and he took some comfort in so small a relief but the 
violent ripping of his hair continued until he was thrown against a wall and left there, cowering, blood and snot 


and tears smeared over his covered face, his breath coming in harsh pants of the humid air. 


"On yer knees!" A hard kick to his thigh got him moving and he got his knees under him, hissing at the pain in 
the raw flesh. He stayed there, his ears straining to hear over his desperate sucking of air, his body shaking in 


reaction to the pain and the fear. 


"Get up." Although quiet, the voice was cold and Jon hurried to obey. Once on his feet he waited again, his 
shriek when hands touched the ropes drawing more amusement from the two men. He started to relax when 
the ropes dropped away, figuring whatever this was it was over. He would smile and laugh and pretend that all 
was forgiven, but when he got the chance he would make sure that Bruce and whoever it was suffered far 


more than what he had this night. The thought of the headlines that would come with their arrest made him 


smile. 


He stopped smiling when he was slammed back into the wall, pinned there by a smaller body that was far 
stronger than he would have thought for its size. He was so shocked that it was only after one wrist was 
fastened that he reacted, the second one caught and held by a metal cuff before he could do more than 
shout. He never expected the same of his legs and they were quickly shackled as well, leaving him pinned 
tightly to the wall with his arms spread wide, his feet only slightly apart but the position left him completely 


exposed. 
He was in trouble, and he was helpless to do anything about it. 
Except scream, and he drew a deep breath and let loose with a cry for help. 


The blow to his midsection cut it off and he struggled to draw a breath into his lungs, so concentrated on that 
when the blanket was yanked away he didn't realize at first. It was only when his vision began to clear that the 
brightness burned his eyes and he blinked through the tears, gradually focusing on the smug grin on Bruce's 


face. 
"Fucking bastard! When | get done with you, you'll.” 


His threat became a thin keen, his body convulsing with the shock of a feeling that went so far beyond the 
level of pain that he could never have explained it. It was so much that it almost felt like pleasure but 
pleasure didn't make you feel as if your skin had been ripped from you, like your body had turned inside out, 


like your mind would explode. 


Who would have thought that a single finger on a certain spot could make you want to die? 

"| don't think he liked that." 

Jon's head lolled, his eyes dull and unfocused. 

"Then maybe he won't make me do it again" 

Somehow, he let it roll until he could see the second man 

Not much taller than Bruce, long dark hair and a smile that was as sweet as Jon had ever seen. 
Steve Harris. 

"What are..." Jon gave a weak shake of his head, trying to clear it. "What are you going to do to me?" 
Steve's smile suddenly wasn't so sweet. "We're gonna teach you respect" 


Jon's eyes rolled up and he passed out cold. 


When he regained his senses, or at least some of them, he was naked and he was no longer against the wall. 
Instead he was bent over a padded bar, his legs tied to its legs, his hands tied to rings that were sunk in the 
floor. His arms were stretched far enough that there was a dull constant ache in his shoulders and he could 
feel the protest in his legs, the hamstrings pulled to the point of discomfort by the ropes in front. To ease 
one he would have to increase the pressure on the other so the only thing he could do was try to keep a 
balance so that neither was pushed too far. 


He was also gagged. An open circle of hard rubber had been place in his mouth and rested behind his teeth, his 
jaw forced wide. His tongue was trapped under it and his mouth was uncomfortably dry. Raising his head, he 
saw Bruce and Steve on the other side of the room, sitting on a couch and talking quietly. Bruce had stripped 
down to the Union Jack shorts and Steve down to his jeans, both men tying their hair back and looking as 
relaxed as if this was another evening at home. Looking around, he saw he was in what could best be described 
as a dungeon, various devices of torture placed round, a large pegboard on the wall holding a variety of whips 
and floggers that made his blood run cold. 


He must have made a sound because when he turned frightened eyes back they were watching him. He 
whimpered when Bruce got up, his eyes going wide when he knelt at Steve's feet. Jon couldn't believe his eyes 


when Bruce bowed his head, Steve's hand coming up to lightly pet his hair. 


"Respect. Not just fer wot you get from the fans, but fer wot yer bandmates do. You have none. You fink it's 


all you, and that they're only on the stage to make you look better. You gif them no credit, you gif them no 
respect" He slid his fingers down and cupped Bruce's chin, lifting his head. Bruce raised his eyes to Steve's. 


"Show him." 


Bruce nodded and got to his feet. Turning, he walked slowly toward Jon, Jon's eyes following him as he came 
closer and then passed by. He turned his head as much as he could, his breathing becoming faster when Bruce 
stopped at the wall of whips. He began touching each one, hesitating for a moment before moving on until his 
hand came to rest on the one Steve wanted. Jon didn't know how Bruce saw the small movement of Steve's 


hand but he must have because he took that whip from its peg and continued around behind Jon. 
It was then Steve rose and walked back to join Bruce. "Ball stretcher. Two weights." 
Jon tried to scream. 


He struggled wildly when a hand closed round his balls and pulled, ignoring the shooting pains in his shoulders as 
he tried to break loose. He felt a strip of something close around the stretched skin at the top of his sac, 
whatever it was trapping the orbs at the bottom. But nothing prepared him for the vicious pull of the weights 
and he shook his head violently, tying to beg for them to stop, to explain he had learned. 


The first lash of the whip brought him up on his toes and he bucked and writhed, tears falling from the pain 
of the strike but even moreso from the weights on his balls. Again and again until he was choking on his snot 
and saliva, his body jerking with each blow, his mind screaming in a mixture of fear and much to his surprise 


pleasure that had his cock hard and dripping. 


A shudder as something cold was smeared over his hole and then his back arched as something was shoved 
roughly inside him, the slender wand going deep before beginning to vibrate, his instincts telling him to thrust, 


to move away and then push back, the lashes again falling in random blows. 

When Steve wrapped a hand in his hair and yanked his head up he moaned. "Yer a cunt! Yer a fucking teased up 
cunt who lives off the work of the rest of the band. Yer a spoiled, selfish cunt who tries to take all the credit 
and all the fucking glory fer the work they do." 

Jon tried to nod. He was that and more, he just didn't want this to end. 


"Respect," Steve hissed, his mouth next to Jon's ear. "Learn it, or the next time I'll cut off yer dick and make 


you into the cunt you are." 
Just as Bruce shoved the vibrator deeper, Steve reached around and got a firm grip on Jon's balls, giving 


them a squeeze that made his eyes roll up and he jerked once, twice, before passing out, only the ropes 
keeping him from sliding to the floor. 


He woke up outside the hotel. 


It took him a few minutes to get his bearings. He recognized the pool area and knew then where he was, the 
small oasis of a palm tree and saw grass providing some cover for them when they had dumped him from the 
van. He lay there for a few minutes until he could force his aching body to move, not noticing at first that he 
had not been dressed as he had been In fact, he shivered, and when he looked down he wanted to cry. 


The skirt was lavender, the same color as those leather pants that had caused do much grief from the rest 
of the band. The shirt was a new one from the tour, but it was cut to hang off his shoulder. He looked like 


one of the girls who did their best to get backstage every night. The ones that they laughed about even as 
they picked the one (or ones) they would fuck 


He had to get inside and to his room... 
Jon groaned. He couldn't. His key had been in the bag he had left at the trailer. "Richie," he managed, his throat 


raw. Keeping his head down, he hurried toward the side door of the hotel, praying that he could make it to 


Richie's room without being seen. 
The look on Richie's face told him only to clearly just how bad he looked. "Can | come in?" 


"What the fuck happened to you?" Richie stepped back to let him inside. "Fuck Jon, | never knew you had those 
kinds of kinks." 


"Neither did |." Jon grabbed the bedspread and wrapped it around himself, shivering in the chilled air. "Water? 
Anything?" 


Richie got him a glass of water, shaking his head as Jon gulped it down and held it out for more. "What 
happened?" 


"Do you think | respect you?" 

"No, but what's that got to do with anything?" Richie handed him the refilled glass and leaned against the 
dresser, eyes narrowed. Jon sank into the chair and sipped the water. "Jon, you don't respect anyone unless 
you think they're important to you. And none of us are. But then again, we're pretty used to it" 

"Am | selfish?" 


"Yeah." 


Jon winced. "They said | needed to change or they'd make it worse next time." 


"They who?" 


Jon shook his head. "I don't think I'm supposed to tell you." Raising his eyes to Richie's, he forced a smile. "Can | 
stay here? | don't have my bag or my key and really I'd rather not be alone." 


Richie's eyebrows shot up. "Sure, | guess." 

“Thanks. I'm gonna take a shower, ok?" 

"Are you asking me?" 

Jon's tongue darted out to wet his lips. "Yeah," he whispered. 

Richie snorted. "They ask me like a good bitch." 

Despite the pain and the abuse it had suffered, Jon's cock throbbed. Letting the bedspread slide off he 
shoulders, he eased from the chair, ignoring the stinging in his raw knees as he crawled across the carpet to 
Richie's feet. Keeping his head down, he sat back on his heels, remembering Bruce's posture before Steve. "May 
| shower," he hesitated and swallowed, his throat making a dry click, "Master?" 

"Five minutes." 

"Thank you, Master." 

Richie smiled. 


He was right on time. Sliding into the seat across from Richie, he took off his sunglasses and cocked an eye at 


him. "Well?" 

"You were right" 

Steve snorted. "Actually, it was Bruce. Said he reminded him of the way he was" 
"Well, tell Bruce | owe him" 

Steve laughed. "Don't worry, he's been rewarded" 

Both men were quiet as the waitress came over. "Ready to order?" 


Richie grinned at Steve. "My treat. | owe you." 


Steve opened the menu. "Right mate, it's all about respect" 


Thinking of the man he'd left on his knees and waiting, Richie raised his cup at Steve. "It certainly is." 


